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DEDICATION. 


'To ONE of the moſt amiable young 
Ladies in Great-Britain, this NORFOLK 
Tark is with due reſpect, addreſſed and 
dedicated by one of her greateſt Ad- 


mirers, 


The AUTHOR. 


London, Jan. 1ft, 1792. 


TO 


25 THE READER. 


A oaxczrous fever, and its conſequences, 
having obliged the Author to ſpend a great 
part of laſt ſummer and autumn, in the country, 
for the purpoſe of recovering a ſufficient degree 
of health to reſume his uſual ſevere ſtudies ; 
and ſome ſingular occurrences happening to him, 
on a pedeſtrian ramble into Norfolk; he amuſed 


himſelf, on the way, in working them up into a 
ſort of poetical Tale. 


This is a ſpecies of writing, that requires 
neither great genius, nor hard efforts: loft) 
ſentiments and high-ſounding words are none of 
its neceſſary attributes: its principal charac- 
teriſtics are eaſe, elegance, and ſimplicity. If 
to theſe ſome happy claſſical allufions, ſome 
pertinent incidental refleQions, and, now and hon 


then x 5 7 


TO THE READER» 


then, a ſmall daſh of indire& and general ſatire, 


be added, the ſtory will have the greater zeſt. 


How far the following Tale has any of theſe 


. qualifications; che poliſhgd reader will be the 


beſt judge. Farewel. 
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A NORFOLK TALE, , &c. 


PROLOGUE. 


My dear CATHARINA | I truſt you enjoy 
Such pleaſures, at Meſten, as never can cloy ; 
At leaſt, if ſuch pleaſures you can not find there, 
I hardly believe you will find them elſewhere. 

So charming a pair as your hoſteſs and hoſt, 

I know not if England—all England can boaſt: 

And, if envy a crime diabolic were not, 

2 ſurely ſhould envy Miſs S———-'s lot. 

But far be a-paſſion ſo black from the breaſt 
Of a chriſtian poet and catholic prieſt ! | 
Inſtead of begrudging your ſweet ſituation, 

J offer my heartieſt congratulation ; 
And only ambition a participation. 

That happineſs once I, this autumn, had hopes 
Of taſting but doors are ſo many Popes, 
Who iſſue their BREVES in a ſummary way, 
And threaten with death, if we do not obey. 

One of theſe, my dear Kit, was directed to me; 
With poſitive orders to bathe in the ſea: 

And I, like an orthodox patient, to ſave 
My health from perdition, conſented to lave 
In Ocean's broad tub.—So to Ramſgate J haſten 
Juſt then, when I meant to have travel'd to Meſten: 
B * And 
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And, no, through a promiſe I made to Lord PRTRE, 
I'm here and write hence this exfemporè metre. 


Wou'd you know how I came ?—T'll'tell you that, too, 


Since nothing, at preſent, I better can do : 
Firſt quitting this galloping pace Anapœſtic; 
And trotting hereafter, in ſhort Hudibraſtic. 


Here endeth the PROLOGUE, and beginneth 


THE JOURNAL. 


Ox that bleſs d day ®, when pious folk 

The holy Ethelred invoke, 

I left great London and the Thames, 

And, like a pilgrim of St. James, 

With ſtaff in hand I took my way, 

And came to Thorndon that ſame day. 
Clean was the oad, and clear the air; 

My heart was light and void of care: 

So, on I puſh'd; and, ere the ſun 

Was ſet, Þ had to Romford run. 

Thence, running ſtill, I got, before 

The Pleiads rofe, to Newman's door: 

And had the pleaſure—do not frown— 

Of drinking tea with Polly Brown f. 


2 


Ik October 175th, 
7 A beautiful young lady of Brentwood, 


F 


\ 
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The parſon's ſon (not the young parfon, 
But t'other tall and jolly gargon } 
Would ſee me now, as it was late, 
At leaſt up to the iron gate. 
The gate flew open at command: 
When, with a lanthorn in my hand, 
And guided by a glimm'ring ray 
Which through the darkneſs made its Ways 
I boldly croſs the park—nor fear 
Or rams, or bulls, or dogs, or deer. 
I call—and Peter hears my call ; 
And, now, I'm in great Thorndon-Hall : 
But what delight can it afford, 
Without its Lady and its Lord? 
Ev'n tho' the captain try to cheer 
Me with his wine, and nappy beer. 
I, therefore, at an early hour 
A pair of new. laid egg devour: 
Then breathe a pray'r, and ſoftly * 
Into the arms of balmy ſleep. 
The god ſomniferous quickly ſhed 
His choiceſt opiate o'er my head; 
While buſy fancy on my brain 
Paints all our ſummer ſcenes again. 
Again we tread each fairy way. 


Through which we then were wont to ſtray. 
Through ſhadowy walks, and flow'ry lawns 


We ſeem to friſk like ſportive fawns. 

Up hill, down dale, o'er mead, o'er heath, 
We wander on, 'til out of breath. 

Then down upon a bench we lit, 

And _ and laugh, and aim at wit. 
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At length we part—but with a view, 
Next morn our rambles to renew. 

Next morn arrives—A diſtant brake 
Invites a wider range to take, | 
« Thither,” ſays Axx A, © let us go.“ 
We all reply: Let it be ſe.” 

Adown the park we ſhape our courſe : 
Pales we break down, and locks we force! 
Steep walls we climb! and with a ſweep 
O'er' five-bar gates we bravely leap ! 

What tho', ſometimes, a wicked peg 
Diſcloſe an ancle, or a leg? 

No eye profane is by, to ſtare 

Upon a leg or ancle bare. 2 
To modeſt bards, we all well know, 572 
Much more than that the Muſes ſhow : | 
And prieſts are bounden to conceal 
Whatever fair-ones may reveal. 

Blithe we proceed—when, lo! the air 
Begins a low 'ri::g face to wear. 

Some gemon, ſure, with jealous eyes 
Bebeld us happy from the ſkies ; 

And ith a threat'ning viſage, bade 
A fhow'r of hail-ſtones us invade. 

We ſcek for ſhelter—ſhelter none 
We find, until the ſhow'r is gone: 
When, wet and weary, we would fain 
Get home, the ſhorteſt way, again. 
That way, alas! in vain we try : 

Bars, bolis and maſtifls us defy. 
And now no ſubterfuge remains, 
But croſs a ditch increas'd with rains. 


»1 


I from 
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I from a willow pluck a bough, 

And o'er the ditch a bridge I throw : 

Then take Max1a by the hand, 

To lead her to the further {trand: _ 

But, oh ſad chance ! ſome unſeen witch 

O'erturns us both into the ditch ! 

« Kind Heav'ns preſerve the fair!” I ſcream; 

Then wake—and find 'tis but a dream. 
Deliver'd from ideal pain, 

I turn myſelf and dream again. 

Us to the parlour Fancy brings; | 

Where Anxa paints and CATHO ſings: 

While I, a mute beſide the fire, | 

With ears and eyes, at once admire. 

But when the ſmiling Queen of Love 
Sweet JULIA comes from her alcove ; 

And, with ArOLLo, joins our band; *' 
Tis paradiſe in Britiſh land! 

My two fair pupils next (I thought) 
Their well-conn'd Latin leſſons brought; 
And could, I found, full glibely go 
From Dominus to Domino ! 

And then without a ſingle miſs 

From Domino to Dominis ! 

Nay more (which very much admire I) 
From amo to amatum iri ! 

Courage! quoth I“ Before next ſpring 
&« Arma virumgue *, ye ſhall ſing! 

PRE uh 'e And 


— 


*The ladies utmoſt laudable ambition was, to be able to read 
Virgil and Homer in the original. 
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& And two years hence, 'tis mine idea, 
« Vell liſp Minn deide Thea.” 

Th' apoſtrophe was hardly o'er 
When Mally thunder'd at the door : 


6 Tis ſeven o'clock—and ſomewhat more.“ 


I curs'd her clack—and try'd again 
To catch'my dream ; but try'd in vain. 
Sweet ſleep my pillow yields no more; 

I therefore, darting on the floor, 

With hands and eyes uplifted bleſt 

Kind Heav'n for ſuch refreſhing reſt : 
Pray'd that th* enfuing day to me 
Propitious, hke the laſt, might be; 
And that, next ev'ning, I might ſteep 
Mine eyes in ſuch another ſleep. 

Heav'n heard two quarters of my pray'r : 
The other two difſolv'd in air! 

As, preſently, th' event will ſhow— 
But I muſt now to breakfaſt go: 

Th impatient captain waits below. + # + 

While, now, my hungry paunch I cram 
With bread and tea, and beef and ham: 
Netus, upriſing, on his wings 
Of wind and rain, a tempeſt bringe, 
And, though his fury ſoon was paſt, 
Such torrents on the ground he caſt, 
That nothing but a reſvlution 
Like mine could put in execution 
A deed ſo deſperate, as dare 
Through ſuch impervious tracks to fare. 

At ev'ry other ſtep, I ſtood 
Inch deep in the tenacious mud: 


. La 


Thus 
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Thus dragging, though the diſmal way, 
My weary limbs to Belricay. 
And, now, it was to be decreed 
Whether I onward ſhould proceed 
Or back to Thorndon-Hall ſhoul Kurn, 
And bear the captain's taunts and ſcorn; 
Poetic pride forebade the latter: 
So, ſoon determined was the matter. 
The only queſtion then was put, 
Whether I ſhould trudge on a-foot ? 
Or wait, to ſee if chance or Fate 
Would bring a carriage to the gate ? 
While on this theme I deeply pore, 
A chaiſe comes rattling to the door. 
I point-it ſtops—and, in a minute, 
I, and my Omnia are in it. 
Another chaiſe at Chelmsford waited: 
And now, by Fortune's ſmiles elated, 
I truſted, ſhe would me befriend 
Thenceforward, to my journey's end. 
But let not man or woman kind 
Truſt in a Deity that's blind. 
At Braintree, to her great reproach, 
She had prepar'd nor chaiſe nor coach ! 
And what was ſtill a greater curſe, 
But ſev'n gold orbs were in my purſe ! 
And here I felt, as oft before, 
The conſequence of being poor. 
Whate'er philoſophers may ſay; 
From Socrates to Seneca, 
By ſure experiment we know, 
"Tis money makes the mare to go. 
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As, then, I money could not ſpare 
Ta travel upon horſe, or mare; 

On de poor ſhanks, that Nature lent, 
I limned 0n---—not Yuite content. 
Ye: hon the interpoſing Muſe 
Began, as uſual, to infuſe 

Her ſoothing balm into my breaſt, 
And hill'd all diſcontent to reſt. 

And, now, my daring pencil tries 
To write a ſonnet on Your eyes; 
And thus enchantingly beguiles 
The length of fifteen dirty miles, 

At ev'ry milliary tone 

I pen'd a ſtanza—and went on: 
Thus, ere I got to the next ſtage, 
With ſtanzas I had fill'd my page. 

Thither Dame Fortune (to her praiſe 
Be it rehears'd) had ſent a chaiſe. 

I thank her for the boon—and hurry, 
Without delay, to ſainted Bury V. 

I could, in forty minutes more, 
Have reach'd How'rd's hoſpitable door: 
But I had a deſire to ſee, 

What wonders might in Bury be. 
So feaſting on a pound of chine, 
And gulping down a pint of wine; 
Our Father—and the reſt, I ſaid; 
Then jump'd into a downy bed. 


. Bury St, Edmund's, 
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The pow'r of {leep ſoon ſeals mine eyes: 
When new fantaſtic ſcenes ariſe. 
I dream'd——a fooliſh dream it was 
A dream that ne'er can come to paſs, 
I dream'd I was a DUKE—('tis true!) 
And had a pucnatss made of you! 
What then? Why then—I'l only iy | 
Of you I dream'd, till break of day: 
When, wake, I found myſelf alone; I'M 
My Dukedom and my Ducheſs gone; 
And that, as when I ct, ä 
I ſtill was but -a puny pri!!! 
Again I ſleep and dream and ſee 5 
The Goddeſs Fame accoſting me. 


In her left hand ſhe ſcem'd ta hald ; | 5 ; 1 


* 


A trumpet of the pureſt gold; . 0 f 
And, in her right, ſhe ſeem d ta hear 


* ® 7 
7 % * 5 * 
. « Þ 1 o * * . ** „ 
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A beauteous garland freſh and fair: : 


Compos'd of all the. flow'rs that grow - 
By Febus, or by Feric ha ! 4 


1 x7 


With gracious look, ſhe ſaid ; «My child, 


x» wet 10 


«© For twenty twelvemonths thou haſt RA. 'F 


To earn a little hoggſt fame c 


&« come at length to grant thy — ; 
Long as the antient Hebrew 


E 14 


« Mankind's attention ſhall. engage 


“Long as the Son of Amram's laws... 
e Shall meet with merited applauſe— 

« Long as the tones of David's lyre + 
All future minſtrel's ſhall admire-- 
* Lang as the Song of Sqngs ſhall prove 


1 


* 


That Death is not more ſirang than Lebe — 
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« Long as Ifaiah's s ſtyle ſhall be 

The teſt of true ſublimity/— 

« And Jeremiah's plaint remains 

«© The firſt of Elegiac ftraing— 

«© Long as the BIETE ſhall be read 

«© This garland ſhall adorn thy head! 

c And this loud trump's immortal ſound 
« Oer all the iſtand ſhall rebound !” 

She ſaid—and on my head ſhe threw 
The wreath—and then her trumpet blew. 
Pale Envy heard—and ſtraight _ 

A rhotley crew of critic foes: 

There, was the Maſoretic ew; 

And Maſoretic Chriſtian too: 
Zealots of ev'ry ſeQ and ſort | 
From Country, College, Town and Court; 
Men of the high church and the low, - 

With equal fury aim a blow. 

A crowd of canting Methodiſts 

Were ſeen to ſhake their angry fiſts : 

And Scotch Seceders, from afar, 

| Declar'd againſt tie holy war. 

Evin from Hibernia's ſoil, I ſee 
Some ſpiteful toads, who ſpit at me. BEM 

Nor are they only Heretics - N 85 
Who hoſtile eyes upon me fix. 

Papifts with Proteflants conjoin 
My dear-bought fame to undermine. 

A friar, there, I could defcry 
The countertype of obloquy. 

Another by his vacant glance 
DepiQtur'd ſhameleſs ignorance. 


A third \ 


A third, the fatteſt of the three, 
Slander's man-midwife ſeem'd to be. 

One monk---at leaſt I ſaw no more 
Foam'd like a wild Bohemian boar : 
But when he dropt his nether lip, 
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I ſaw he wanted tuſks to rip. 


Five Douay-prieſts, arm'd cap-a-pee 
With ſcraps of School-divinity ; 
Stood ready, at their gen'ral's beck, 
Their vengeance on my head to wreck. 
As many more, upon the plain, 
Appear'd from Portugal and Spain. 


Each, a ſtiletto in his hand, 


But waited for his lord's command 

In this unequal ſtrife - 
I tremble for my fame ; nay, /ife ! 

A grey-gooſe quill, in any ſenſe, 


To ſtrike. 


Alas ! is but a weak defence ; 


And that was all I had to wield, 
Inſtead of jav'lin, ſword, and ſhield. 
Yet, with that weapon in my hand, 
I was reſoly'd to make a ſtand : 
And ſwore, that ere they ſhould me kill, 
I every drop of ink would ſpill. 

As, like the French, I thus prepare 


For only a defenſive war; 


Old father IE ROM, with a beard 

As white as drifted ſnow, appear d. 

A nine-tail'd bull-hide ſcourge he bore, 

With which he wont, in days of yore, 

To laſh his critic curs. He ſaid: 
My friend, thou ſeem'ſt to be afraid. 
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] ſoon will ſhew you with what caſe 
&« I can diſpel ſuch dogs as theſe.” 

Thus having ſpoke, his ſcourge he drew, 
And ruſh'd amid th' aſtoniſh'd crew : 
When it was wonderful to ſee 
With what precipitance they flee. 
The holy man thwack, after thwack, 
Laid hard on each retiring back : 
And happy was the wretch who run 
With ſpeed enough the laſh to ſhun. 

Thus when the Scythian ſlaves of old, 
(As by hiſtorians we are told *) | 
Preſum'd to take the warlike field, 
And arms againſt their maſters wield: 
And when the latter, in their rage, 
With them were ready to engage; 
A chief, experienc'd, to the reſt 
' Theſe ſeaſonable words addreſt: 
« Would ye, my friends, your arms oppoſe 
« To arms, with ſuch ignoble foes? 
% Take each a whip into his hand, 
« And thus attack the ſervile band.“ 
Applauſe enſued, —They quickly throw — 
Aſide the quiver and the bow: 
And, with an air of haughty ſcorn, 
Their lances into ſcourges turn. 
Theſe, ſtraight, they brandiſh—when behold 
Accompliſh'd what had been foretold | 

Soon 
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Soon as the ſlaves had heard the craſh, 
And ſeen the waving of the laſh, 

(With which ſo oft their backs had bled) 
They trembled—dropt their arms—and fled. 
When frem the field he thus had chas'd 

The foe, in mine own hand he plac'd 
The aweful ſcourge “ Take this,” he ſaid, 
« But this, thou need'ſt no other aid. — 
« If cer again yon daſtard pack 
« Should dare to make a new attack, 
« The very ſight of Jerom's laſh | 
« 'Thro' thick and thin will make them daſh.” 
Canſt thou, my CaTHARINA, gueſs 
What tranſports now my ſoul polleſs ? 
Thrice I attempt to graſp his knees, 
Thrice from my graſp the phantom flees ; 
A fourth laſt effort as I make, 
He diſappears—an\ I awake, 
In time to ſee the orient ray 
Of Phoebus uſher in the day. 
I bleſs myſelf—and, ſtraight, prepare 
To breathe, abroad, the fragrant air. 
Sweet was the morn—in ev'ry grove 
The wood-lark chaunts his ſongs of love. 
His fleecy care the ſhepherd leads 
To crop the verdure of the meads. a 
The lowing race, from folds ſet free, 
Are ſcatter d o'er the graſſy lea: 
And all the lab'ring claſs of men 
Are at their daily taſks again. 
The ſturdy hinds divide their toil: 
One nurtures the exhauſted ſoil ; 


Another, 
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Another, with a thoughtful brow 
And cautious eye, direQs the plough; | 
A third upon the furrow d plain, - 
With meaſur'd ſteps, deals out the grain; 
A fourth with ſteel. tooth'd engine combs 
The ſurface, and the ſeed intombs : 
Intombs—but with a faithful truſt 
To ſee it riſe again from duſt, 
At Nature's call. Yes, ere the moon 
| Ten times her circling courſe have run, 
Each little death-devoted grain 
Shall reproduce itſelf again, 
Ten, yea perhaps an hundred fold; 
And proudly wave its ears of gold. 
** Hail agriculture ! though deſpis d; 
At leaſt by far too little priz d; 
To thee we ultimately owe 
| The rareſt bleſſings here below. 
{ Ah! would the Georgic muſe inſpir 
Me with a ſpark of Maro's fire * 
To ſing thoſe bleſſings !—but, alas 
When gold is by, who values braſs ? 
| Dryden and Warton try'd in vain 
| | To emulate the Mantuan train ! | | 5 
( Veet let me at a copy aim: 
: Hear, then, the bard divine exclaim : 
Thrice happy ſwains ! if they but knew 
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« Their bliſs To them, far from the view 6 
« Of claſhing arms, the faithful earth 5 

: % Pours, from her bounteous boſom, forth F 
© A ready maintenance. What tho' Ac 


They never ſee a conſtant flow 


« Of 


f 
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« Of morning viſitors becroud 
« Their lofty domes and portals proud? 
« What tho'—"*—1 ſee, it will not do; 
And ſo my Journal I purſue, 
From rural ſcenes I now return 
To viſit martyr'd Edmund's urn: 
And, though to ſaints I ſeldom pray, 
A pray'r I made to Mun, that day. 
« Edmund!” ſaid I, „If thou haſt pow r 
« To ſend or to with-hold a ſhow'r; 
« Let not one drop from heaven fall 
« Till I arrive at Fornham-hall.” 
Whether good Edmund heard or not, 
I'm ignorant. My wiſh I got: 
For ſuch a fine October ſæy 
Was never ſeen by r 
To Fornham come, thou ugh i it was noon, : 
I found its folks at their disjune f. 
The landlord's ſelf and Lady Beſs, 
A nabob and his nabob eſs; 
Sir William and Sir William's brother, 
Another yet, and yet another | 
Newmarket-man, full ſix feet high, 
Made up the goodly company. | 
And now our belles and beaux divide . ” 
Their paſtimes—Some on horſe-back ride ; ; 


* 
A th — 
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* Q forranſ ni nimium, ſua ſi bona: 'norint, 

Agricolas ! &c,——See Virgil's Georgies, b. 2, v. 458, &c. 
+ I have taken the liberty to coin this word; but perfectly 
according to the Horatian precept.— Alias, breat/aft, 
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Some drive in curricles ; and ſome 

To death the harmleſs partridge doom: 
I, like a Stoic, walk around; 
And meditate on truths profouud. 

At length Eve's muſky curtain falls, 
And healthful hunger homeward calls. 
Again we're altogether met, 

And at a plenteous table ſet. 
You know all Engliſhmen are ſour, 


Till they have gutted half an hour: 


And Engliſhwomen are ſo meck, 
While men are dumb, they will not ſpeak ! 
How much unlike the French, who ply 
Their nimble tongues eternally ? 

Thus thirty minutes mute and grave | 
We fat and ſwill'd—So Heav'n me ſave! 
— plates exchang d, three brimmers paſt, .. 

We pauſe— and ope our mouths at laſt [ 8 

And, thence, until the [weat-meats come, 5 
We are not altogether dumb. 1 
But when the fait-ones ſkip'd; away 
So gracefully to ſip their tea; 
And to compenſate fbr the time | 
Their ſilver tongues had ceas'd to chime : ; 
A pour of frozen words broke forth 
As thick as hail-ſtones from the North. 
„„ Howard! that's damm d good wine; I ſay, 


That's damn'd good wine. —* My dog, to day 


. Behaved moſt damnably. I ſhot 

Wich damm d bad luck; nay, did L not i? 

« "Twas a damm d clever horſe; > wend 1 

« His maſter, demme, loſt his bęt.· - * 
5 132 i Woll 
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« Well, Lady Mary is, I ſwear, 
„ As damn'd a prude, as breathes the air 
« Damn'd pretty tho'?'”—©* Damnation | ſhe? 
« A plainer face you'll hardly ſee.” 
« The P* of W“, ſay what they will, 
« Is, in my mind, and will de till, 
« A dann'd fine youth!“ “ So ſhould I _ 
« Tf damnably he did not drink.“ 
« The Duke of *, let me tell ye, 
« Is a damn d e teazing fellow !” 
« But that he's damn d polite, don't you 
« Agree ?”—*© Nay, demme, if I do.“ 
Such, in this faſhionable nation, 
Is faſhionable converſation ! 
Now, Kit, as I'm no man of faſhion, 
I had no very pow'rful paſſion, 
To take a part (poor ſhabby dog) 
In this important dialogue : 
So, quietly, I took my glaſs, 
And let the wordy tempeſt paſs, 
For, now, of Bourdeaux-juice the force, 
Had open'd ev'ry vocal ſource: | 
And, ere the fifteenth draught was o'er, 
Three ſpoke at once—and ſometimes, four. 
Thus they employ'd, I have the grace 
A lucky moment to embrace, 
And ſteal to bed ; where ſnug I lay 
Till nine o'clock the following day.] 
Eight ſcore of furlongs yet I had 
To traverſe—and the ways were bad. 
Not ſrael's diſcontented hoſt 
Such deſarts met, on Edom's coaſt! 
D 
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Nor was there on the dreary ground 
A drop of Manna to be found. 

Two hours I thus my courſe purſue, 
When, unexpected, to my view 
Appears a town of antient fame: 

But Thetford is its modern name. 
Here, I opin'd, poor cred'lous man, 
] was not far from my Chanaan : 
And that the river Thet might be 
A Fordan, poſlibly, to me! 
Judge, then, what was my great ſurpriſe, 
When, paſſing on, I rais'd mine eyes, 
And ſaw I had to travel o'er 
A greater deſart than before. 

My legs and patience now begun 
To fail alike—The downward ſun 
Was haſt'ning to his ſpouſe's bed : 

The ruin beat heavy on my head : 

Nor could I find a guide to tell 

Which was the road to heaven or hell, 

The very Muſe, who e'er till now 

Had eas'd my mind, and ſmooth'd my brow ; 
Abandon'd me, this critic time : 

For who can in a deſart rhime ? 

But Heav'n has kindly will'd, that ſtill 

Some goed attend each human ill. 
The ſun, is if to chear the way 
Again ſhot forth his ev'ning ray. 
The rain had laid the duſt ſo low 
That ſcarce a particle could blow: 
And though I could not poetize, 
I might, at leaſt, philsſsphize. 
| Philo- 
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Philoſophizing, on I go; 
Nor very quick, nor very flow : 
For ſuch, as I conjecture was 
The true Peripatetic pace. 
Two paraſangas meaſur'd o'er, 
I ſee a manſion me before, 
Emboſom'd in a wood.—* Ah! hah!” 
I cry, * Enfin te viala ! VoLta ! T 
No Palmer e'er with more delight 
Beheld the long- expected ſight 
Of dear Feruſalem, than J 
This often-look'd-for manſion ſpy. 
I double now my pace; and, ſtraight, 
I find myſelf at Eden's gate: 
My bliſs to render more compleat, 
A greeting angel there I meet : 
O! how unlike to him who, plac'd 
At Eden's gate, our parents chas'd ! 
No flaming ſword my angel bore ; 
But all the charms of beauty wore ! 
"Twas JurL1a's ſelf. Next in the Hall 
I hear your ſiſter-kittens bawl 
A hearty welcome. Then comes home 
The noble MasTER of the dome: 
To whom your humble poet owes 
Life, health, and undiſturb'd repoſe. 
This word repeſe puts me in mind, 
My pen a little reſt {ould find. 
Five hundred lines, and ſomewhat more, 
It has already ſcribbled o'er : 
And that's enough at any time, 
To ſcribble, or in proſe or rhime. 


D 2: Beſides, 
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Beſides, this is the Sabbath day ; 

When poets ſhould not rhime---but pray ! 
Juſt now, I hear the chapel-bell--- 

So, till to-morrow; Kit! farewell. 


PART SECOND. 


An me! how ſhort are human views? 
Laſt week I bargain'd with the Muſe 
To finiſh at another ſitting 
My Norfolk Journal; little witting 
That I fo ſoon ſhould undertake 
Another pilgrimage to make. 
On Sunday morn, ſoon as the prieſt 
Had ſaid his ie, miſſa eft *: 
Soine ſpirit whiſper'd in mine ear: 
« The city Norwich now is near! 
«© The weather's fair, the roads are dry 
« Thither what hinders thee to hie?“ 
This ſudden impulſe I obey, ; 
Snatch up my ſtick, and walk away. 
Five dreary miles of moor I pace, 
Nor ſee a ſingle human face: * 
Yet through his deſert, be it known, 
I did not travel all alone, 
Still went the faithful muſe along ; 


Still Catherina was the ſong. 
But 


—— 


* el words of the Male, 
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But though a ſong may feed the mind, 
The body other food muſt find : 
So now, to Molten come, I eat 
A morſel of terreſtrial meat: 


Then, appetite appeas'd, again | 


Reſume my journey and my ſtrain ; 
Till interrupted by the rain. 

"Twas in the middle of a down, 
Remote from village or from town, 
Where a black-bellied cloud outſhed 
Its dire contents upon my head : 

And I, alas! poor luckleſs fellow 
Had neither great coat nor umbrella., 
In this diſtreſs, on my left hand, 
I ſee a little cottage ſtand : 
With joy I ſee; and helter-ſkelter 
I to the cottage run for ſhelter. 
The door was open—In I go; 
But ah! my Kit! what ſcenes of woe 
Preſent themſelves ?!——Firſt on a bed 
A huſband, in his prime, lies dead: 
Lies dead, with ſcarce a rag to hide 
His lifeleſs limbs.——At the bed-ſide 
A weeping widow ſits and ſighs, 
And lifts to Heaven her piteons eyes : 
While three ſweet orphans, round her, cry 
For bread, which ſhe cannot ſupply. . 
« O God! (ſaid I, and rubb'd my brow) 
« Why have I not a fortune now? 
% But can I nothing—nothing give, 
© Theſe fellow-creatures to relieve ? 


90 Yes! 
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« Yes!—ITcan give a ſhroud to lay 
That naked corſe in kindred clay. 
« Yes!—lI can give, wherewith to fave 
His wife and children from the grave, 
«© This week—The next, kind Heav'n may ſend 
« A richer, not more feeling friend.” 
So ſaying, from my purſe I drew 
And on the lap of ſorrow threw 
Three ſilver crowns—'twas all I ſwear, 
My little ſcanty fob could ſpare! 
Eager ſhe ſeiz d my hand and preſ{ 
It cloſely to her throbbing breaſt ; 
And while it on her boſom lies, 
A pair of pearls drop from her eyes, 
Warm as the weeper's grateful heart, 
And fall on the uncover'd pait. 
Dear drops ! ah ! could your briny ſtain 
A laſting mark cn me remain ; 
Not Francis“ Stigmata * would be 
A cauſe of jealouſy to me! 
Two other drops, before they fell, 
(Yes, Kit! I'm not aſham'd to tell) 
I intercept, as down they flow 
Her cheeks, that now begin to glow ; 
My face upon her face I fix; 
And with her tears my tears I mix. 
And now the heav'ns appear'd ſerene, 
As if to witneſs this laſt ſcene ; 


And 


——_— 


— —— —2— 


* Sce the Legend in Bonaventure, or the Roman Breviaxy. 
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And Sol ſeem'd willing to repay 
His abſence with a brighter ray, 
Than uſual at the cloſe of day. 
Three miles, I ween, or nearly ſo, 
To Hingham, yet I had to go: 
But ne'er was ſuch a ſpace of ground 
Leſs tireſome to a trav'ler found. 
Tho' cold, and wetted to the ſkin, 
I felt a foſtering flame within, 
Which made me totally forget 
That I was cold ! that I was wet! 
JESUS of Nazareth ! how true 
The doctrine firſt announc'd by you! 
Whether, in a diſciple's name, 
We, for a cup of water claim 
A recompenſe ; or for a ſtore 
Beſtow d of the moſt precious ore; 
This ore, that cup, ev'n here on earth, 
Are recompens'd beyond their worth. 
Can there a greater boon be giv'n 
To mortal man by bounteous Heav'n, 
Than the delight ſupreme that flows 
From mitigating human woes ? 
Here, for a moment, let me pauſe ; 
And think on the myſterious laws 


Of Providence ; whoſe wond'rous chain 


No human wiſdom can explain. 
Had I, that morn, refus'd to hear 

The ſpirit whiſp'ring in mine ear 

& Proceed to Norwich.“ 

At any other hour, but One. 


Had I gone 
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Had not keen hunger made me ſtay 
An hour, at Matton, on my way 
E ſhould have paſs'd the diſmal down, 
Before the ſkies began to frown. _— 
Or, had that providential ſhow'r 
Fallen at any other hour, 
F to the cottage had not run 
That providential ſhow'r to ſhun ! 
Or had I been a man of gold, 
And in a gilded chariot loll'd ; 
F ſhould have paſs'd the loneſome plain, 
Regardleſs of the falling rain ; 
And, conſequently, ne'er had been 
A witneſs of the 'foreſaid ſcene : 
Nor had the happineſs to ſay : 
« My friends! I have net loſt a day.” 
Thus muſing on, ſhort ſeem'd the way 
To Hingham where, that night, I lay. 
Delightful night A blazing fire 
Prevented, firſt, my firſt deſire. 
Next the kind landlord, quick as thought. 
A change of raiment to rac brought. 
Then at his all-commanding word 
A chicken ſmoak'd upon the board. 
Two pints of Negg®, ſo ſtout and brown 
The frugal entertainment crown. 
And now the ſmiling hoſteſs led 
Me to a clean well-ſeafon'd bed: 


In. 


A ſpecies of ale peculiar, I believe, to Norfolk, 
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In which, with a maternal care, | 
Herſelf, ſhe tuck'd me Who will dare 
To ſay, there was or fin or ſhame 
In what was done by this good dame? 
No ſoporific draught or pill 
Was wanting, now, mine eyes to ſeal : 
Ne'er did the Pow'r of fleep diſpenſe 
His gifts with more munificence : 
Elyſian landſcapes, all the night, 
Engag'd my viſionary ſight : 
Nought, but the rapture of St. Pau, 
Can give a notion of them all ! 
For, as the great Apoſtle, caught 
Up into Paradiſe, was taught 
Such things as human ſpeech in vain 
Would try to utter, and explain: 
So, (all due difference confeſs'd| 
*T wixt an apoſtle and a prieft) 
I think no human pen can draw... 
A ſketch of what, that night, I ſaw. 
Suffice it, then, my friend, to ſay: 
«« *T was pure, pure joy; Without allay.” 
From this illufion wak'd, I hear 
The ſound of watchful chanticleer, | 
Calling the ſluggard to his work, — . 
I hear; and light as any cork, 
At his memento, up I ſpring ; 
And on, my now-dry garments fling. 
The morning nm diſpatch'd, I pay 
Laſt evening's ſcore—and march away. 
The ruddy, roſy-finger d dawn 
Had now beſpangled ev ry lawn 
15 7 E 
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With drops of hoar autumnal dew, 

Approaching to à filver hue. 

And Phcebus, riſing from his bed, 

A more than common luſtre ſhed. 
Two miles in contemplation ſweet 

I meaſure ; when, behold! I meet 

A wood-land nymph—for ſuch to me 

The beauteous ric ſeem'd to be— 

Whoſe ſhape and ſize, and air and mien 

Might ſuit a counteſs, or a queen. 
On my approach, ſhe ſtopt and ſaid: 

« Good morrow, fir I am afraid 

« You'll think me pert—It-is not ſo ; 

c But now to ſcck a place I go: 

« And it is fortunate, they ſay, 


«© The firſt one meets.” II fmil'd and ſaid : - | 

© God ſend thee luck, my pretty maid!” 
6 But will you—will you ſhe replied,. 

« Pledge me a kiſs?” Lund turn d. aſidl-e 

Her bluſhing face. —It-may be gueſs d 

Whether I granted-her-requeſt./'/ 5 + + - 
« Akifs?” quoth I, “if that can do 

«© Thee any good, thou ſhalt have two: | 

« And may they both an earneſt be | lll 

« Of luck and happineſs to thee hk 
So ſaying, on her lips I lay - 

My lips.—Say, Catharina, fay ' 

Could I do leſs ?=By yonder Heav'n, 

A chaſter kiſs was never giv'n. - -- - 

Again we interchange goed d:: 

Shake hands, and take our diff rent warts. 
14 i 9 Vet, 
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Yet, twice I found myſelf inclin'd | 
To ſtop, and turn, and, look behind: tl | 
And what is ſingular, tho' true, ors hi | 
The ru//ic look'd behind her, too, | 1 
At the ſame time Let any man I 1 
Account for this, the beſt he can: 

Hartley, perhaps, or Sterne might gueſs 
Th' afficiatimm——more or leſs. 

At Barfor4-cock, I ſtop, to break 

My faſt upon a mutton-ſteak ; 

For unſubſtantial toaſt and tea 

Are not for travellers like me. 

O happy days of good queen Bess ! 
When maidens made their morning meſs 
On beef, and ham, and amber-ale ! 

How could ſuch feeding maidens fail 

To be the mothers of a race 

Of men ?—Now ſcarce a ſingle trace 

Of antient motherhood remains, 

Degen'rate Britain! on thy plains. 
That weed, accurs'd, from China brought 
This metamorphoſis has wrought ! 

But why need poets vent their ire? 

Women will have what they deſire ; 

And, if their wiſh ſhould ever be, 

For arſenic, to part with tea, | 

We, men, of tea would ſoon be ſick, 

And quaff large draughts of arſenic ! 

So true it is, with greateſt eale, _ 

Ye make us—whatſoe'er ye pleaſe. | 

Bur, leſt you ſay, I now indite 22 | "+ 
A (bel; not a Journal write: | [ | 

E 2 
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T'll check my muſe and quit my pen; 
And riſe and take the road again. 

So well my limbs I ply'd, that ere] 
The ſun had reach'd his mid career, 
I ſaw, with pleaſure and ſurprize 
The beauteous tow'rs of NORWICH riſe ; 
And in eleven minutes more, 
T found myſelf at Suffeld's door: 
And thus, my Norwich journey o'er. 

Not ſo my Tale—l have to tell 
All that at Norwich me befell; 
And all that happen'd on the road, 
Which, back to Buckingham, I trod: 
So pray for patience and prepare i 
Thy bard's garrulity to bear. 

Of all the cities T have ſeen 
(And tew their number has not been) 
This Norwich is the oddeſt : whether 
View'd in its parts, or altogether. 

And firſt its fite—No ſituation 
Can it ſurpaſs, in any nation. 
Neither too low, nor yet too high, 
Nor over-moiſt, nor over-dry: 
Inclining to the morning ray 
Of the refulgent lord of day; 
By pleaſant views and villas bounded, 
By ſhelt'ring hills and woods ſurrounded: 
Above, a wide expanſe of fields | 
A pure and conſtant fragrance yields; 
Below, two ſilver ſtreamlets meet, 
And lay their tribute at its feet. 


* 
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Then ſee its thirty“ tamples riſe 

Each of a diff*rent form and ſize ; 
And, in the center, ſoaring high'r 
Than all the reſt, the papal ſpire f. 
Not only PETER, PAUL and JAMES, 
With other apoſtolic names, 

Have here their dedicated piles: 

But Auſtin, Martin, Alban, Giles, 

Bede, Bennet, Bernard, He *,, who choſe 
To pull the devil by the noſe, | 
And the ſtern mitred Prieſt |, who fell 

A victim to miſtaken zeal ; 

 Swithin, the wat'ry ſaint In ſhort 
You'd think that all the heav'nly court 
Had quitted their ſuperior ſphere 

To fix their tabernacles here ! 

While Norwich-ſouls are thus protected, 
Think not their bodies are neglected: 
Three plenteous markets them ſupply 
With ev'ry ſort of luxury: 

And Suffield, with a {kill divine, 
Provides them with the beſt of wine. 

The freets—they cannot well be ſaid 
To merit praiſe : they're badly laid ; 
Crooked, unequal and uneven, 

And rugged, as the path to heaven, 


ä 


They are ſaid to be 36. 
+ The Cathedral, 

+ St. Dunſtan, 

|| Becket, 


Some victor's hand firſt rais'd the mound 


That here attracts the wond'ring beau: 


Are wiſe and virtuous ; as they're fair! 
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Beſide the town, a eaſtle ſtands, : 
Which all th' adjacent plain commands. 


And ſank the frightful foſſe around, 

Rear'd walband battlements, to awe 

His vanquiſh'd flaves——Now juſler law 

Employs it to a better uſe, 

Tho' not, perhaps, without abuſe. | 

Indeed my heart could not but feel, 

At the ſole ſight of this Baſtille ; 

Where, after Howard's horrid plan, 

Each hole contains one haplefs man. 

I therefore haſte away to find, | a 

Objects more pleaſing to my mina. bo 
Nor long the ſearch—A terrace falls 

With gentle ſlope from thoſe dread walls, 

Where Beauty holds its daily court, 

And all the Norwich belles reſort. 

And, now, could my poor pencil trace 

The charms of each bewitching face 

That there appear'd—ev'n CHARLEs's groupe 

Of B ih belles, to mine would ſtoop. 8 

Ah! CATHERINA ! had you ſeen 

A Righy tripping oe'r the green; 

You would have ſworn——'Twas Beauty's queen. 
Nor is it merely outſide ſhow - 


Their minds they cultivate with care; 


EAT MA! 
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EMMA ! let me my homage pay 
To thy, too partial, friendly lay: 
That bade my Latin Sapphics wear 
An Engliſh dreſs, moſt rich and rare. 
Long may thy quill, with due applauſe, 
Be brandiſh'd in fair Freedom's cauſe. 

Next I would tell, (if I had time 
To ſpend in multiplying rhime) 

What friendſhip to myſelf was ſhown, 
Although a ſtranger and unknown : 
And how I paſs'd a four days ſpace 
In, or about, that charming place. 
This much, however, let me ſay, 
(II ſay it to my dying day) 

That greater kindneſs could not be 


Confer'd, than was confer'd on me. 1. 


SUFFIELD ! what debts are due to thee. 
But homeward, now, I muſt return; 


Therefore, betimes, on Friday morn, - _ 


J lift my legs, and take my route 
By Wyndham, tho' ſome miles about. 
For bards and belles, both equally 
Love charming, ſweet variety. 

In truth, a more delightful way 
Than that which now before me lay, 
Was never trod by human feet. 
But no adventures, here, I meet. 


n * 
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At 


* This Lady had tranſlated a Latin Ode of the Author's, O. 


a Gallic F reed, 
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At Windham, nature ſcem'd to want 
| Reſt and refreſhment; theſe I grant: 
Y > Then with recruited ſtrength purſue 
il My journey—thinking oft of you. 


| At Hitlebwy J arrive, 
nl Juſt as the clocks were Ariking b five : 
| | i And there reſolve (or wrong or right) 

I} To ſtop, and ſup, and paſs the night. 

Nor had I reaſon to repent; 4 

| I paſs'd the night with great content. © 
| The land-lord was a hearty fellow; 
| And he and I got almoſt mellow : 
[ 


That is, we both had guantum Juff. 


| In other words—had quite enough. | 
From worſhipping the Pow'r of wine, 
13 | I go to bend at Morpheus ſhrine ; 
| | Who quickly to-my fuit attends ; 
| For he and Bacchus are good friends, 
Wrapt in his friendly cloak I lay 
Till Sol brought up the following day; 
Then took to Lallmgford my way. 
As o'er unpeopled plains J hie, 
A ſullen cloud obſcures the ſky; 
Nor is there, near, a ſingle ſhed 
From pending rain to ſave my head. 
But, looking further on, I ſee 
A ſolitary tufted tree : | 
To it I run—when, coming nigh, 
Standing beneath its ſhade I ſ  _ "| 
A ſpeftre ; ſuch as ne'er before 
Had I beheld. —The ſpectre wore 
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An aſped ſimilar, in view, 

To that which Saavadra drew: 

Save that his head no helmet preſs'd; 
Nor corſlet beam'd upon his breaſt: 

Au reſte, not De la Mancha's knight 
Exhibited a ſtranger ſight. | 
Like, as a ſhepherd's boy, who ſees 
The gath'ring ſtorm, and from i it flees 

To the next cave ; if there'he find 
Some raw-boned hungry wolf reclin'd, 


Watching for prey—he ſtops and ſtares, - 


And neither back nor forward dares 
To move. So now, my Kit, when I 
On this grim figure caſt mine eye, 
Amaz'd I ſtood, nor dared to face 
This relick of the Anak race. 

He ſaw my pain, and, grinning, faid; 
« Dear Joy! of me be not afraid | 
« My haggard form and.tawny ſkin 
« Have nought malevolent within: 
«© And if you like to hear my ſtory; 


a 


Come here II lay it all before ye.” 


On this my terrors me forſake; 
And, by his ſide my place I take, 
Under the tree; when the tall man 

Ope'd his wide mouth, and thus began: 


Think not, my friend, you do not fee | 


A true- born genfleman in me: 

Of a moſt antient race I'm come; 

« And Corte, in Ireland, is my home; 

* I ſhould have ſaid, it was For, by 
« St. Patrick, dev a home have I. 
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« A ſmall eſtate fell to my ſharez - _ 
« That is, it ſhould have fall'n, my dear! 
« But a daran'd Proteſtant gainſtood 
„My claim—tho' mine own fleſh and blood! 
« And prov'd, by law, and long debate, 
That his, not mine, was mine eſtate! _ 
„Well then, ſaid I, ſince it is ſo, 
« I to ſome ſoreign clime muſt go: 
For how, by IEsus, could I brook 
te To ſee a vile Her#ic rook nail b 
Build in my neſt ; which eder had been 
« Till then, moſt catholic and clean? | 
« So, quitting Corke, I croſs the main, 
« And fix my reſidence in Spain; | 
„Where I might count my beads and pray 
« According to th' old-faſhion'd di | 
Fut as I lov'd to fight dye dear]. 
] liſted as a grenadier; ;d 355 
| « And many a harg; and heavy blow 
| " r 
. © By land and ſea; as great O Reilh, 
Wa | If he were yet, alive, could tell ye. 
« I was (tis now ſome fifteen a: x 
% At the bombardment f Algier: 
. « Anddev'l a ſoldier. there that day... - 994} 
| 
| 
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Behav'd more hravely that I'll faz. 
| © But when thoſe fooliſh Frenchmen— pſhaw!— 3 

| % Crillon---and---D' Arqon,---and---Naffan; ß, 
| Made us believe. . they cauld perform 
« Great feats, and | your Gibraltar . } 

| «« I went among the luckleſs band 

That one of their curs d PE mann'd, 


6 Now, 
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« Now, onward to the rock we row, 
« And are prepar'd our bombs to throw, 
« When one of Ellizt's hell-hot balls 
« Upon our floating caſtle falls. 
« In vain we tried to quench the flame, 
« Another glowing bullet came; 
« And ere its hiſſing was abated, 
A third and fourth upon us waited. 
4% By heav'ns, ſaid I, this is not fair: 
« Scarce ſaid, we bounce into the air! 
* And had not gallant Curtis brought © 
“ Us inſtant aid, there's not a doubt 
« But we had all been drown'd that day: 
Hence, for his ſoul I'l] ever pray; 
* And hope in Chriſt, when he turns fich, 
* He'll turn an honeſt Catholic : 
4% For, faith, 1 ſhould be wond'rous eriev'd 
« To ſee the man who me reliev'd © 
« On ſuch a dreadful urgency, 
« Be damn'd to all eternity. 

« But though my life was ſav d, you ſee, 
„My dear! how maim'd a man I be; 
*© Yet this with patience I had borne, n 
Nor ever thought of a return © 
* To Ireland, if the Spaniſh king 
4 Had not promulgated a thing 
& Call'd an Edits, in that nation; 
I think ye call it proclamation) 
« Now this promulgamento ſays, 
That he who, in a month of days, 
« Will not make oath that he receives, 


6% As faith, whate' er the church believes; 
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* To be a Catholic And ſo, 


4 And give me back what law, they ſay, 
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« And then, moreoyer, and alſo 
His native country. to forego 


% For evermore—muſt not remain 


„ Longer, one ſingle day, in Spain. 

« Now, pon my ſhoul, I could not bear 
« To pocket this abſurd affair: _ 
«© For why, as good a Roman, I, 
« As his Hiſpannic majeſty, X 7 
Should be oblig'd to ſwear by God, | 
0 That what I am, I am is odd! 
« And then to force one, (to be ſure) - 
* One's native country to abjure, 
« Is a tyrannic deed——Altho? . 
« I nothing to my country owe: | 
« TI never can nor will endure | 11 
« My native country to abjure. 

« Beſides, at this bleſs d preſent time, 
“ I'm told it is no penal crime 


4 Once more to native Corke Igo: 
« Where though the law ſhould not inſure 
« My right of primogeniture, 


« From me took lawfully away; 
c One boon at leaſt, I yet may Crave--- 
« To lie in my forefathers grave“; 
« Where forty generations lie, 
« Of greater men than you or I. 
5 « J hope, 
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<« hope, and truſt, my dear! you won't 
« Conſider this as an affront ; 

« When I, when I to you reveal. 

« That my paternal name's ONREL.“ 


« O'NxExr !” ſaid I He were to blame 
« Who would not rev'rence that great name; 


« Give me your hand; and tell me plain, 


« What riches have you reap'd in Spain?“ 


&« Riches!” ſaid he“ Indeed, my dear! i 
« You make me laugh—'fore God I ſwear, 


«© Tho' it be thirty years and more, 
Since Phelim firſt a firelock bore 

« In Spain's behalf, ang all that time 

« Was never charg'd with any crime: 
4 And tho' for Spain he oft has ſhed! 
6 His precious blood, and riſk'd his head, 


« Nought has he gain'd, in all her wars; 


« Save honour, anda deal of ſcars! _ 
« But ſcars and honour, let me tell ye, 
« Will never fill a hungry belly. | 
« And, now, had not that good old man, 
« At Norwich there, found out a plan 


« To ſuccour travellers like me, 
«« I ne'er could Corke or Ireland fee ®.. :.. 


« By Jxsvs, 'tis a piteous thing 
To be the ſlave of any king!“ 

I nodded firm aſſent hen, lo! 
Appear'd, at laſt, the "—_— a 


* 
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God Will at Norwich, to — —— —— 


of chat Society is the amiable Dr. Murray. 
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In the north-weſt—and foon the ſky 
Reſum'd its ſweet ſerenity. 

« Phelim!” faid I, “ let us e 
« While it is fair. Phelim agreed: 

So on we mach as faft's we can, 
And pet to Lallingford, by one. 

Where the K1xG's head exalted ſwings, 
thus profane the heads of kings?) 
We ſtop and call—and at a word, 

A fmoaking joint ſtands on the board; 
A joint of mutton, garniſh'd round | Th 
With ſweet potatoes, nicely brown'd. | 

„ Phelim!” ſaid I, « fall on, nor ſpare; 
« To pay the coſt, be it my care.” 
Phelim, long us'd to handle ſteel, 
Attack'd the joint with warlike zeal ; 
And I, tho' not a foldier bred, 

By Phelim's brave example led, 
Brandiſh'd my ſhining blade, with more 
Dexterity that e'er before : 

Thus both our efforts ſoon ſubdue 

The mutton and potatoes tool = 
When Phelim ſwore, by Holy Mary, 
Not ev'n at Corke or Tipperary, 

Better potatoes, better muttonn, 
Were e er upon a table put-on, ' 
Three quarts of nappy nogg we, then, 
Diſpatch'd, like military men. 
Good Phelim felt its mighty power ; 
And fought his battles o'er and o'er | 

While we our ſhort-liv'd revel keep, 
The ſun goes poſting to the deep - 


Aut 
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And I had got to ſcamper o'er 
A dozen miles of dreary moor. X 

« Phelim!” ſaid I, * we now muſt part.” 
« God bleſs,” ſaid he, © your er heart: 
« In all my life I have not yet 
« With a more jovial fellow met.— 

Are you a Catholic, my dear?“ 

I could not help but ſmiling, here; 
And ſaying: Would you like me lefs, 
« Phelim, if I ſhoutd'now confeſs © 
« That I'm a 3 prieſt?“ 5 
« Nay, now,” quoth Phelim, “ that's a "_ 
For dev'l a grain of Preſbyterian ' ' © 
« Your manners or your looks you carry er- | 

Well, Phelim, be affur'd, in me - 
« A genuine Catholic you fee: 7 = 
« A Catholic without prenomen not 
Of Engliſh, Iriſh, Greet, or "Roman ; 
« Nay, more, I amnr('tis not a jeſt) 7 
Of the Church Catholic a pril... 

On hearing this (tis true, I tell 
Down on his knees pope * i gn 
To beg a beniſon, and lad * une e: 
My hand upon his bended head. & 2:2 
« God bleſs thee, Phel l“ ſaid I, & and ſen 

Thee ſafe unto thy journeys end: 
And, on arrival, miay'ſt thou fing * 5 
Thy friends alive, and / country kind.“ fo} 
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* Phelim muſt have derived his conjotines from ſome ſour 
Preſbyterian of Corke : for our Engliſh Preſbyterians are as 


chearful and ſocial as their neighbours, 
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We now divide ; and both a-foot; 
Purſue a very diff rent route: 


. Phelim his ſteps to Rewdhem bent; 


And I the way of Mrethham went. 1 
Not far from Wrethham, by a ill, 
I ſee a ſight which makes me thrill 


Wich joy — Tis Fox, the nation's pride: 


Who ne er with courtly views comply d, 
Againſt the public weal!— Tis He 
Who props the Fane of LIE RTT, 
Trims her expiring lamp; and throws 
Confuſion on her ſelleſt ſoes ! 
Whoſe large and penetratitig ſoul 

At once, preyades and ſees the whole 
Of ev'ry object On _— | 
Unrival'd eloquence is hugs 
And in whoſe breaſt —— | 


Sweet ſympathy, for.others woes'? | „ „Nr 10 
mY And, now, ng: * "Lv. 


Here he enjoys the rural: ſport, 


With Bedford, Conway, — nid a 
And brings the painted pheaſant down 
With as much ſkill, as, in debate, 


He mauls a miniſter of ftate!  - 


From ſuch a ſheme can I, my friend, 


To tell a tale again deſcend?ꝰ 
And yet I have, Wan 


A ſtranger tale, than yet you ve heard, 


Still to relate; if you can ſtill 
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PART THIRD. 


As I, from Wrethham, ſhap'd my way 
To Buckinham, I chanc'd to ſtray : 

And ſtrolling on, at laſt I found 

Myſelf on an inchanted ground. 

It was a ſquare, as I could gueſs, 

Of thirty furlongs, more or leſs ; 

On which, tho” neither corn, nor trees, 
Nor houſe, nor hut the trav'ler ſees ; 

Yet never was ſo ſmall a ſpace 

Peopled with a more num'rous race. 

It has been ſaid by calculators, 
(Whom we muſt credit in ſuch matters) 
That population's gen'ral plan 
Allows an acre to a man. 

But I am willing, now, to take 

The ſtrongeſt oath that men can make, 
(Without the leave of Pope or Prieft) 
That ev'ry acre here, at leaſt 

Contains four hundred ſouls ; or more. 
So that full ſixteen thouſand ſcore 

Of ſouls, muſt be the population 

Of this well-populated nation. 

I wiſh, my Kit, I could deſcribe 
The manners of this wond'rous tribe, 
Their language, laws, and polity, 

Arts, manufaQtures, induſtry, 

Et catera, et cetera ; 

But all that I of them can ſay, 
| | G 
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Amounts to this—they ſeem'd to me 
A very timid race to be. 
Perhaps my large gigantic ſize 


Might ſtrike the pigmies with ſurprize : 


Certain it is, when I drew near, 
They fled as if poſſeſs'd with fear ; 
And ſo velocious is their flight, 
That inſtantly they're out of ſight. 
Whether they own a deſpot-king, 

Or any other deſpot-thing ? 
Or whether, like ſome other ſtates, 
They're rul'd by proud Ariſtocrates ? 
Or whether they be govern'd by 
A petulant Democracy ? 
Or, if Britannia ! like to thee, 
They make a jumble of the three ? 
I could not learn. Nor do I know 
What arts they cultivate below : 
For all their villages are found 
To be conſtructed under ground. 

If, there, polygamy prevail ? 
Or ev'ry ſemale have her male? 
Or if promiſcuous union be 
Permitted ? 'tis unknovn to me: 
Though I ſuſpeR their marriage-rites 
Are thoſe of th' antient Trogledites : 
With whom, in other things, they bear 
Similitude of charaQter, 


Their ſize is ſmall, as hath been ſaid, 


But not inelegantly made. 
A cubit's length, or nearly ſo, 
Is their whole height, from top to toe! 


Their 
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Their ſkin, like Eſau's, mantled is 

With hair; tho' not ſo dark as his. 

Some negroes, too, I could obſerve: 

But whether theſe be forc'd to ſerve 

Their fellow-browns, and fellow-greys ? 

No author, I have met with, ſays. 

Yet, if from what, myſelf, I ſaw 

J may conjecture, there's no law 

Permitting grey-men to ſubdue 

Their brethren of a ſable hue. 
Whether this curious people ſpeak 

Old Hebrew, Arabic, or Greet? 

Or whether, as we might expect, 

They talk a Daniſb dialect? 

I greatly wiſh'd to aſcertain; 

But my endeavours were in vain. 

For tho' to them I often ſpoke, 

From them 1 never could provoke 

The ſmalleſt anſwer.—It may be 

They did not chuſe to anſwer me, 

Though they could do it.— Thus, they ſay, 

Some wily Felchmen, at this day, 

Although they have both ears to hear 

And tongues to ſpeak, will yet forbear 

To any queſtion to reply, 

Through ſullen taciturnity : 

But ſhake their heads—as if to fay:. 

* We underſtand you not: Good day l“ 1 
I think, as far's I could perceive, 

"Tis reaſonable to believe _ 

That theſe, like folks before the flood, 

Subſiſt on vegetable food, 


1 
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And, yet, a rumour here prevails 
That ſome voracious glutton males 
Not ſeldom, Saturn-like, devour | 
Their young ones; at their natal hour! 
A goſlip's tale, perhaps ; but take i it 
As told to me] did not make it. 
It has, I know not why, been doubted 
If to religion they're devouted ; 
This much I can aver: One ſees 
Them frequently upon their knees ; 
Which is a ſymtom, all agree, 
Of the profoundeſt piety. = 
But whether nat'ral or reveal'd 
Their credence be, is yet conceal d | 
From us.—If their religious plan 
Be Jewiſh or Mahometan ? 4 
Or if ſome Miſſioner from Rome 
Have 'mong them clandeſtinely come, 
And, in cur penal laws“ deſpight, 
Shew'd them a glimpſe of Goſpel-light ? 
Or if, like Pagans heretofore, 
They ſtill dumb images adore ; 
Or, with the Perſis, mounting high'r, | 
Adore the elemental fire ; 
Or, with Confucius, worthip Fo ?— 
Of all this, Kit, we nothing know. 
We're in the ſame uncertainty 
If they have any Hierarchy ? 
Or if their ſimpler taſte prefers 
A church of equal Preſbyters ? _ 
Or if no prieſts they have at all: 
But ev'ry chieſtain in his hal! 


—— 
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Be, as of old, the only Flamen; 
To whom his family ſay Amen?“ 
Thoſe trav'lers who for certain tell us 
What is not fo, are frontleſs fellows: | 
And yet, I fear, not few there are, | 
Who tell us things to make us ſtare ; K. | 
And, rather than have nought to ſay, | 
Will fon in truth's garb array. 
Painters and Poets, 'tis agreed, ? | 
Have got a licence to exceed S208 | 
The bounds of ſtrict veracity : 
Their aim is vivid imag'ry ! 
But the hiſtorian who departs wol 
From truth to paint with harlot arts 1 
His ſubje&, merits equa] praiſe | 
With her, who in theſe ſhameleſs days, e 
Should on ſome all- believing aſs | 
A ſtrumpet for a virgin pals. | | | 3 
A traveller, like one of thoſe, ; 
Might here have told, if he had choſe, 5 5 
A thouſand pretty little ſtories | '- 1 
About the people now before us : | | 
Have crawl'd into their caves and ſeen 
The palace of their king and queen 
Painted the portico and hall 
Deſcrib'd the ball-room and the ball: 
Told how, when ſuch a ons was 8 
A loyal dear addreſs was carry d ; | 
Up to the throne of Majeſty, . | | | 
By aldermen and how that he, 4 
Had been admitted, mong the band, * 
To kiſs the gracious Sov'reign's hand; | 
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169 Perhaps, in honour of the feaſt, 

dil Been dubb'd——tnight-batchelor at leaſt! 

i Then he might tell, how debonair 
And tempting were the courtly Fair; 
What favours, if he had allow'd, 

The girls on him would have beſtow'd ; 
And what rare preſents he obtain'd, 
While in the country he remain's ! 
Next had he trac'd thoſe ſons of earth 
Up to their manhood, from their birth : 
Firſt, ſhewn by what obſtetric aid 
The ladies, there, are brought to bed: 
How babes are ſwath'd, and circumcis d; 
Or, if they're Chriſtians, how baptis'd : 
How early youth are ſent to College; 
What is their uſual ſtock of knowledge : 
At what partic'lar age they wed; 
Who leads them to the bridal bed; 

- How many wives a man may marry; 
What dow'ries women with them carry; 
And on what terms may huſbands force 
Their wives away, by a divorce: 
Whether in their ſepulchral rites, 

They follow Jews, or Moſlemites; 
Chaldeans, Copts, or Maronites ? 
Their language—is it old or young? 
A mother or @ daughter tongue? 
Their letters—are they large or imall, 
Symbolic, or ſyllabical, 

Or alphabetic i—Do they write 
From the left hand, or from the right : 


— 
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Or perpendicularly guide 
Their pen, or reed——or aught beſide # 

What is their learning? what their wit? 
Have they an orator like Pitt ? 
A ſtateſman—who can coin a work 
Equal to that of Edmund Burke ? 
A poet who can match with Hayley ? & 
Such moraliſts—as Cooper, Payley ? 
Critics—whom critics might compare 
With JY:fton, Pinkerton and Blair? 
Hiſtorians—who might dare preſume 
To cope with Roberſſon and Hume? 
\Biographers—whole pages ſhine, 
Boſwell ! with anecdotes like thine? 
Divines—who fo divinely write 
As Madan, Milner, and the Wight 
Who hides his theologic fame 
Under a Talmudiſtic name * ? 
Preachers—who can a pulpit fill 
With dignity, like Rowland Hill? 
Polemics—who make ſuch a ſtir 
As Horſley, Tatham, Whitaker ? 

Their arts and ſciences—Can they 
Cut capers? dance a roundelay, 
Or jig, or hornpipe ? can they ſwing 
Or on the tight or untight ſtring ? 
Can they to wooden men give ſpeech ? 
Dogs, horſes, hogs, and ſparrows teach 


To 
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* The very learned, and very witty Rabbi Ben Yzakeer, 
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To reaſon? Can their ladies ride 
Three nags at once, and all-aſtride ? 
Or have they Aftleys, who, for money, 
Jump through a hogſhead, on a poney ? 
Are they well vers'd in any part 
Of the great culinary art ; - 
And have the richer ſort, perchance, 
Their cooks from Italy or France? 
A calipaſh or calipee, 
Or even a taſty fricaſee 
Can they create: Or (if indeed 
They follow the Hindoſtan creed, 
And eat of neither fleſh nor fiſh) 
Can they compoſe a ſav'ry diſh 
Of graſs and grain, and herbs and roots? 
Can they conſerve and comfit fruits ? 
Or make an omlette, on occaſion, 
Io pleaſe—an eater by profeſſion t 
All this, I fay, and twenty-fold 
As much as this I could have told ; 
And might the critics have deficd 
To prove in form that I had lied; 
Or might, if by the critics blam'd, 
The privilege of bards have claim'd. 
But I who, with a bard of fame, 
Deem lies in proſe and verſe the ſame, 
Diſdain my ſtory to embelliſh = 
With fictions; ſuited to the reliſh 
Of their ſpoil'd taſte, who have no liking * 
But to the wonderful and ſtriking, : 
For you, my Kit, and ſuch as you, 
- The ſimple truth, I truſt, will do: 
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Therefore expect not from my mouth 
Or from my pen—but ſimple truth, 
In ſimple dreſs. —T'was thus, I ween, 
[Whatever Plutarch, in his ſpleen, 
May ſay) that hiſt'ry's StxE“ relates 
The facts and feats of antient dates. 
What he himſelf had heard, or ſeen ; 
Or what on braſs and ſtone had been 
Recorded ; or what he receiv'd 

From vouchers fit to be believ'd ; 

He gives, with all diſtinion due, 

As curious, credible, or true: 

But if Egyptian prieſts (I fear 


Such prieſts have ſometimes flouriſh'd here) 


Tell him a tale that ſeems to be 
Devoid of probability ; 

He, like an honeſt man, declares 

He will not vouch ſuch dubious wares» 


But to proceed From this ſtrange ſpot, 


(The name of which I have forgot) 

| turn my ſteps, in hopes to find 
Some nation of another kind, 

Nor vain my hope—for ſoon I trace 
The footſteps of a larger race; 
Which led me to their dwelling-place. 


I mean their dwelling-place, that day: 
For all the Norfolk people ſay, 


That they're a true Tartar:an tribe, 


Whoſe wand'rings nought can circumſeribe, 


H 
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Save open force. Vet pleaſe to know 
They're not a formidable foe : 

Tho' not of ſuch a timid mien 

As the ſmall folk I laſt had ſeen. 

Nay, at one ſeaſon of the year, 
Their males, tis ſaid, are void of fear: 
And were not moſt of theſe, ere they 
Have ſeen their five and- twentieth day, 
Betray d into a ſnare ;—and then 
Made — what Italians make of men: 
All thoſe, who know them beſt, agree, 
That they a warlike race would be.— 
But none, fave Kings, are there allow'd 
With nature's gifts to be endow'd. 
Theſe kings (I wiſh our kings ſo ſtern 
A uſeful leſſon hence would learn) 
Fight all their people's battles ; and 
In fingle combat dare te ſtand. 

Nor ever will they quit the field, 
Till one or t'other ſov'reign yield. 

Our ſov'reigns take another way, 
When they're diſpos'd to make a fray. 
They keep themſelves from danger tar, 
And let their people wage the war! 

Say ye, who 'venge the Rights of Man, 
Which is the better, wiſer plan ? 

But I digreſs.— This people riſe 
In height, above a monkey's ſize 
Of the firſt rate; and have a ſhape 
More elegant than any ape. 

Rare is their hue - for they unite 
The two extremes of black and white! 


* 
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No Moor of the Nigritian race 
Had ever yet a blacker face: 
No whiter body can be ſhown 
At th' Artic, or antartic Zone. 
And what's more ſtrange (tho' certain) yet 
Their arms and legs are partly jet, 
And partly alabaſter pure 
Tis naked truth, I you aſſure. 
What time they came into this nation? 
Or from what ſort of copulation 
At firſt they ſprang, I cannot tell ; 
This much is certain, here they dwell 
In numerous hordes——and, in my mind, 
Greatly ſurpaſs our proper kind. 
Three thouſand ſouls are often ſeen 
Encamp'd together on a green. 
What of their character I learn'd 
From others, or myſelf diſcern'd, 
I now will tell you.——Firſt of all, 
Each ſultan here, both great and ſmall, 
Keeps a ſeraglio : whence I draw, 
They follow the Moflemic law. 
Their ladies ſeldom fail to bring, 
Farly in each revolving ſpring, 
One child at leaſt : nor is it rare 
For younger wives to bring a pair: 
Nay, ſome prolific ones, I hear, 
Will teem with young ones twice a year. 
Their births are eaſy : for I'm told, 
That, like the Hebrew wives of old, 
Whene'er the pains of labour come, 
By day, by night, abroad, at home, 
H 2 They 
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They lay themſelves, without malbeur, 
Nor ever call an accoucheur. 

No mothers here (that human curſe) 
Send out their innocents to nurſe's 
But with a true parental care 
They ſuckle ev'ry child they bear. 

Their children thrive, and, it appears, 
Arrive at manhood in two years : 
They reach their prime at five or four; 
At twelve their term of life is o'er. 
Though, ſuch the havoc yearly made 
Among them by the butcher's blade, 
Few, few there are, who ever ſee 
That period of longevity. | 

They are a hardy race, and bear 
To ſleep all night in open air. 

In winter-days they never ſtir 
Without a roquelaure of fur : 

But, in the month of May they throw 
It quite aſide and naked go. 

Their intellects by ſome have been 
Call'd mean, and even leſs than mean“: 
But I'm inclined to think, that they 
Who will obſerve them, night and day, 
Shall find their little heads contain 
A deal of intellectual brain. 

For, firſt, no people e'er was found 
Who better knew to chuſe their ground 


ty 
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For an encampment, If a ſpot 

More dry than others can be got, 

More ſhelter'd from tempeſtuous wind, 
More to the riſing ſun inelin d, 
Remoter from infectious air——— 

They never fail to harbour there. 

Their camps are form'd with art and ſkill, 

No perſon pitches at his will; 

But each according to his rank, 

Or in the front or in the flank. 

Firſt in the ſafeſt central ſpace 

Their children and their wives they place; 
The weak, moſt liable to fear, 

Are fitly ſtation'd in the rear; 

A ſtouter and leſs timid band 

On either ſide take up their ſtand, 

The poſt of honour, the reward 

Of chiefeſt worth, the chieftains guard. 

But if attack'd and forc'd to flee, 

Another form you quickly fee : 

The front becomes the rear; and they 
Who ſafe behind the leaders lay, 

Make the firſt move, and take the lead: 
The women follow ; then ſucceed 
The cloſing wings; when theſe are paſt, 
The chieftains flee the very laſt 3 

Ev'n in their flight they face the foe, 
And ſometimes give à deadly blow: 
And tho' they're generally beat, 

They oft atchieve a ſafe retreat. 

Could great Cornwallis, pray, do mare, 
When he retir'd to Bangalore? 
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A ſort of kettle-drum directs 
Their march; and not a ſoul neglects 
Its warning ſound ; but all purſue 
The route to which it give's the cue. 
Not Gallia's ſenate to the knell 
Of their preſiding member's bell 
Are more obſequious.— Does it hence 
Appear, that they're devoid of ſenſe ? 

Behold another quality ! 
They're great adepts in Botany. 
Not Dioſcorides himſelf 
{Although a very knowing elf) 
Could ſegregate with greater heed 
The wholeſome plant from noxious weed 
And if at tifnes they're taken in 
By luxury, (the ſource of ſin) 
They ſoon repent, and ſearch around, 
Till they an antidote have found. 
Is this a ſign of folly ? ſay 
Ye who eat poiſon every day, 
Without remorſe—yet never budge 
In queſt of a venenifuge. 

Another ſcience, I am told, 
They, to a great perfection, hold: 
That ſcience, Kit! which you and I 
Admire——the ſcience of the ſky ! 
It is on record, and can be 
Prov'd to conviction, that they ſee 
Farther into th' Ethereal ſphere 
Than any Philomathes here. 
Were the great Pertridge to return 
To life, he would, in anger, burn 
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His almanacks ; and fairly ſay, 
He knew not half ſo much as they. 
There's yet one more qualification 
Belonging to this curious nation 
Which, tho' it cannot merit praiſe _ 
In theſe pure philoſophic days 
Yet in a well-known Grecian ſtate 
Was held in eſtimation great. 
I mean, with Spartan art to ſteal ! 
Yet artfully the theft conceal! 
c“ Such ſciences (it will be ſaid) 
Cannot be poſſibly convey'd 
cc From race to race, from fire to ſon 
« Without ſome language? — They have one. 
I've often heard them ſpeak——and tho 
Not many tones they ſeem to know, 
This only proves their ſpeech to be . 
Diſtinguiſh'd by ſimplicity. 
And hence I gueſs, it muſt be ſprung 
From the primeval mother-tongue. 
Nay, thoſe who deem not fabulous 4 
The ſtory of Pſammetichus, 
Will have a bias to believe, 
It is the language primitive. 
But hear the ſtory. Great debates 
Were carried on by ancient ſtates, 
Who were the eldeſt ſons of earth, 
And firſt to vocal ſounds gave birth ? 
At length a wiſe Egyptian king 
Found means to aſcertain the thing, 
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Tivo new-born babes he took, and gave 
Lo 2 maſt truſty ſhepherd-ſlave ; "Mats 
With ſtrig command to feed and keep 
The infants, as he did mis ſheep : 
Save that he was allow'd, inſtead © * 
Of graſe, to give them butter'd bread : 
But if he ſpeak ——off comes his head! 

Well, and what then!“ you'll ſay. —Why, then! | 
Thou ſtupid girl ! is it not ne. "0 
That the firſt word which they will utter 
Muſt be the name of Bread——or batter. 
Now mark th' event With watchful ear < 
The patient ſhepherd waits to hear | 
Their firſt articulate  offay : 
When happ'ning, on a certain day, 
To bring their meal an hour too late, | 
(For ſo th' Egyptian prieſts relate) 
The hungry elves, when they him ſpy'd, 
Bet, Betlos, + both together cryd. 

The ſwain, however, nothing faid, 
But ſev'ral other trials made: 


When 


* Some ſay that he ebmmitted them to two nurſes; whoſe 
tongues he had previouſly ordered to be cut out. But who will 
believe that any king, and eſpecially ſo-gallant a king as Pſam. 
metichus, would be * ſo — W He- 
rodot. Euterpe. 


+ The laſt ſyllable of its word is only the Greek a 
tion. The original word is le or rather beg: and this, with a 
ſomewhat more guttural inflection, is actually the moſt common 
word, among the people I am now deſcribing. 
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V hen, laſt as firſt, he always found 
His ears invaded by che ſound N 
Of b:#kos.—To the king he goes, 
Ard briefly tells him all he knows. 
The king deſires to have them brought 
Before himſelf.— This, quick as thought, 
Is done-—when, lo! ſoon as they ſpy 
Their feeder's face, they jointly cry 
Bel, ht, bat, bikkss !-—Says the king: 
This is a very wondrous ting: 
« And, now, a place we only want 
Where b:kos is ſignificant.” — 
That place I know,” a courtier ſaid, 
„% Bekkos in Phrygia, fire l means bread.” 

The proof demonſtrative was deem d; 
And hence the Phrygians were effeem'd 
The firſt of all the ſpeaking kind. 
Tho! if a ſceptic had a mind 
To controvert the point, he' might 
Warmly diſpute the Phrygians right 
To the firſt language and aſeribe 
That honour to this blatant tribe. 

That theſe were firſt created, we 

Know from the firſt authority . 
Why might not then their ſpeech 8 
The ſpeech of a poſterior breed? 
Beſides, all Gloſlariſts will grant 
It is to nature conſonant, 
That the primordial founds of ſpeech” 
Would not beyond one breathing reach, 
And hence the ſhorter, ſunpler ſound 
Muſt alſo be the prior found. 
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Now any man may pledge his neck, 

That 44's a ſimpler ſound than 56. 

And bh and. m#h, and mb and bib, 

Is all theſe folks are heard to ſay. 

But I this ſubje&t now muſt leave, 

And, henceforth, to my Jeurnal cleave, 
Elev'n long furlongs I had yet 

To travel—and the ſun was ſet ; 

But Luna, with becoming grace, 

Supply'd her abſent brother's place ; 

And with her lamp illum d the way, 

Which now direct before me lay. 

1% Ah! had 1 but my kittens three 

« To tramp this road along with me, 

Ve gods! how happy ſhould I be.” 

I ſaid ; and call'd to mind that ev'n 


When, under the wide cope of heav'n, 14 


Anna, Maxi. and THVSs EL, 

(Thou little ſweet bewitching elf!) 

Gambol'd around me, on the green, 

As fairies gambol round their queen, 
Muſing on this—and other things, 

Which fancy to rememb'rance brings, 

I imperceptibly arrive . 

At Buckinham—three-fourths paſt five : 


With appetite (as I'm a ſinner) 
To eat and drink a ſecond dinner. 


No toaſts are given—Yet I, by ſtealth, 
Will drink my CATHERINA's health: 
And pray that ev'ry meed that's giv'n 
To virtuous minds by bounteous Heav'n, 
May ever, ever her attend! | 


And, here, my tedious Tar ſhall end. 
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The EPILOGUE. 


My Muſe and my Metre 1 8 to have dropp'd, 
Ai Buckinham-houſe when I latterly ſtopp'd ; 
But the wanton THALIA maintains it is rude 
So very abruptly a Tale to conclude ; 
And ſays that my Fournal will nothing avail, 
If chere be not an Epilogue tagg'd to its tail. 
So I, CATrHEAIN AI who never refuſe 
An implicit obedience to pay to a Muſe, 
Remounting my racer, will daſh o'er the plain, 
Till I come to my garret in London again. 
But, firſt, I muſt tell you, before I depart 
From Buckinham-houſe (with a ſorrowful heart) 
How things go on there.—Although why need I tell 
To you, what yourſelf may conjeQure ſo well ? 
From Eſer to Norfolk transfer but the ſcene ; 
"Tis the ſame occupation, amuſement, routine: 
Where ev'ry one aims at convenience and eaſe, 
And all are diſpos'd to be pleas'd, and to pleaſe. 
My Loxp, when the weather compels him to ſpare 
The lives of the pheaſant, the partridge and hare, g 
Sirs ſtudying and writing, through mere inclination, 
As hard as we authors, who write by profeſſion. 
And if thus he continue long time - I forecaft 
That he'll actually end in an author, at laſt. 
My. Lay is alſo a reader ſo great, 
That ſhe's, vers d in the ſtory of every ſtate : 
Knows all that the Scythian traveller“ knew, 
| And thiggs, he was ignorant of, not a few ; 
F I 2 
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Is as well acquainted, and as much at home 
In Athens, in Sparta, in Carthage, in Rome, 
As in Yerk or in Lenden; and quaintly can tell 
What here, there, or any where, ever befell | 
Nor is ſhe a ſtranger to Euclid's deep lore : 
Of 7heorems and problems the knows a full ſcore; 
Can pentagons, ſeptagunt, decagons too, 
1 Draw equally perfect, and meaſure as true, 
i ; As Clavins, or Barre, or Newton could do! 
* 


Our poets, from Chaucer to Churchill, I ſee, 
Are familiar to her, as the Bible's to me! 
* But as for her Latin and Greek, I'm afraid, 

1 They have not ſunk deep i in her ladyſhip's head ; 
7 And unleſs ſhe proceed, in her Accidence, faſter, 
She'll never do credit, I ween, to her maſter. 

So henceforth, my truſt, as a /uter, muſt be 

Entirely repos d, CAFKERINA ! in THEE, 

But if THOv, too, ſhould baulk me—I never again 

Will Latin or Greek, to a woman explain, 
|. is And, now, for the K1TTENS,—I'm happy to ſay, 
1 They re nearly as playſul, and pleaſant, and gay, 
1 As when you and I ſaw them laſt.— Vet, it appears, 
They're growing in wiſdom, as growing in years, 
And growing in beauty.— The 2 of our Ax x 
Gets nigh. to perfection's original plan: 
For know, CATHERINA ! when woman was born, 
I mean, from the fide of her yoke-fellow torne ; 
The xosk was by far the moſt beautiful feature 
That adorn d the ſweet face of the new-faſhion'd creature. 
But when, hark ning, alas] to the voice of a ſnake, 
'T hat apple forhidgen ſhe ventur d to take, 
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Her form was disfigur'd (the Rabbis ſuppoſe) 
And a part of the puniſhment fell on her noſe : 
Hence, rarely we find in the face of a Fair 

A noſe that completely comes up to the ſquare, 
Have you ever yet ſeen one that was not or crooked, 
Or flatten'd, or bottled, or turn d- up, or hooked ; 

Too large, or too little, too ſhort, or too lang: 

In a word—that had nothing about it, was wrong ꝰ 
Not ten, I believe, ſince the world firſt began 
Had leſs imperfection than that of our Axx. 

From which I conclude, that on HER but a ſmall 
Share of fin was entailed by her grand-mother's fall, 
And yet, that ſhe's faultleſs, I cannot well think: 
This moment, ſhe chode me for ſpilling her ink! 
And when Henneage diſtrubs or her pencil, or paint, 
She ſhows that ſhe's no canonizable ſaint. 

Nay once, if not eft'ner, I plight you my troth, 

1 heard her pronounce the one half of an oath, ——— 
But I will not the fgbles of Fair ones expoſe : 

If Anxa have any--pray, look at her xoSE! 

Ma RIA ſhoots up, like an oſier beſide 

A clear running ſtream—and muſt ſoon be a bride, 
If our beaux have a ſpark of diſcernment to trace 
The charms of her mind in the charms of her face. 
Not the Shulamites's ſelf, in the bloom of her age, 
(When her charms could the wiſeſt of mortals engage 
To carrol her praiſe—and to weave, for his Love, 
The ſplendideſt garland that ever was wove) 

Had, if we may gueſs from the picture he drew, 

A finer preportion, ſize, figure or hue. | 
To be brief—In MARIA, I fancy, I ſee 

A ſecond edition THVSSKMEZ&x ! of thee. 
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"But who is it calls? « Sir! my Lord nai my Lady. 
Are gone to Newmarket—and Henneage is ready 

« To follow—he waits at the gate, Sir! for you.” 

Is it ſo— Then THaLia! and METRE! adieu! 
Through Bruntwel, and Branden, and Barton we drove 
As faſt as the thunderbolt iſſues from Jove. 

And, now, at Newmarket, we rattle and roll 

From the goal to the pot, from the pe to the goal: | 
Such rattling, ſuch rolling, ſuch winding and wheeling ; 
Such jolting, ſuch jerking, ſuch rocking and recling ; 
Such galloping, curveting, cap'ring and cutting; 

Such ſwearing, ſuch ſtaring, ſuch ſtalking and ſtruting; 
Such roaring, ſuch boreing, ſuch clamour, ſuch ſtrife, 

I never beheld—all the days of my life. 

We dined at the Stag's-head—when dinner was done, 
We (Henneage“ and I) by the light of the moon 

Drove on to a raſcally village——O Lord ! 

It's name I have loſt—but it ends with a ford t— 

Where a wretched bad bed, and a room full of ſinoke, 
(Sufficient a horſe, or a camcl, to choak) 

Depriv'd me of ſleep, and of ſenſe—for, next morn, 

I ne'er was fo dull—ſince the day I was born. 

"Twas luckily Sunday—a day of repoſe 
So I doze and I pray, and I pray and I doze, 

Till to Oak-hill we come—where with biſcuit, and beer, 
And bacon, my heart I endeavour to cheer : 


In 


Mr. Henneage's brother was alſo in the Chaiſe, although 
1 could not eaſily put him in my Ræyme. 
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In 1 endeavour——and never ſhall reckon, 

In future, a cordtal, beer, biſcuit, and bacon. 

Through Thortferd, and Harlow, and Epping we drive, 
And get to dear Lenden five minutes palt five. 

And now I muſt rambling and rhyming give o'er, 
And, from morning to evening, on Polyglatts pore ; 
Count ſentences, verſes, words, ſyllables, letters ; 

And patiently wear !ypographical fetters— 
Mayſt thou, CATHARINA ! no fetters e'er prove; 
Save thoſe of Religion=-and Frienti/hip—and Leve ! 


THE END. 
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